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A Mother’s Realisation 
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Summary 


Everyone knows who Mayuko Ebisu is. Other than being Mitsuru’s mother, she is an 
arrogant, blunt individual who believes she knows what is best for herself and her family. It is 
this behaviour that has warranted her the reputation of being a feared and far from a well- 
received human being. 


As far as she was aware, she has always believed that she has been a good mother to Mitsuru, 
and that everyone else is wrong. 


However, a revelation about Itsuki Asaka, the father of Mitsuru’s friend Zorome (and 
disgraced ex-principal of APE Institute) has made her question her actions towards her son... 


(An interquel to Vita) 


Notes 


As noted in the summary, this story is an interquel to Vita; it is set between Chapter 40: Tying 
Up Loose Ends and Chapter 41: Making New Friends. 


Continuity-wise, the reading of Vita is essential to understand the story here, while events 
discussed in Burying the Hatchet are also given a passing mention. 


Please be warned this story deals with themes such as abusive parenting and a near-death 
experience. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Another Saturday had made its presence felt in Cerasus, with the evening calmly setting in. 
As with any other evening, the Ebisu family seated themselves at the table in their dining 
room for that evening’s dinner. The rectangular table, while far from long, had Mayuko 
seated one end while Ryoto was on the other, with Mitsuru directly in the middle. As they ate 
the food that was placed on the plates laid before them, they conversed with one another 
about their day. 


“As usual, I feel as though my duties as the museum’s curator are up to scratch,” Mayuko 
boasted. “The public certainly enjoy what they see and we’re always asking for what they’d 
like to see in addition to what’s already there.” 


“Well, you do strive for perfection,” Ryoto noted, almost dryly. “Can’t have second best.” 


“Indeed. It’s such a shame that, when the trial against the corrupt staff of APE began, they 
never had you as the judge. The scandal of the century, and yet, they chose another judge.” 


“Even I don’t get it.” 


The conversation paused, the red-headed mother glancing over to the middle of the table to 
focus on her son. Mitsuru’s head was held low, the food on his plate barely eaten; his mind 
was clearly focused on something else, and it was certainly not the exchange between his 
parents. 


“Mitsuru, I have noticed that you have eaten very little.” Mayuko’s observation had a tinge of 
her aloof nature within it. “Are you not feeling that hungry?” 


“In fairness, he’s got a lot on his mind,” Ryoto reminded his wife. “Deciding to start a family 
following the unexpected arrival on the Friday of last week, let alone soon needing to drop 
out of his education because of it, will be a stress anyone his age would have.” 


“True,” Mayuko nodded. “And we’ve told him of the consequences.” 

“Tt’s not that,” Mitsuru spoke. His voice was so quiet that it almost came across as a murmur. 
“Pardon?” Mayuko enquired, leaning forward in her seat. 

“It’s not that,” Mitsuru repeated, his tone louder. Following his response, a silence followed. 


“Would you care to elaborate?” the strict mother requested. “After all, your father and I have 
engaged with conversation during this meal.” 


After hesitating for a few seconds, Mitsuru slowly faced Mayuko, and after more silence, he 
spoke. 


“It’s just that... I keep thinking about something someone said to me today.” 


“And that is...?” Ryoto asked him. Mitsuru turned his head to face him. 


“Zorome. He said something about his father that I never thought he’d ever say.” 


“Principal Asaka,” Mayuko begun. “Or rather, former Principal Asaka, is now a disgraced 
individual. It seems inevitable that the son of a disgraced man, who seemed to be downright 
obsessive about his paternal figure, has made a strong derogatory remark regarding their 
actions.” 


“That’s the thing.” Mitsuru faced her again. “It’s not to do with the APE scandal at all. It’s to 
do with his life at home.” 


“What do you mean?” Ryoto asked him. This time, Mitsuru never looked at his father, nor 
did he continue facing his mother. Instead, his focus switched to his plate of food once more. 
It was evident something was on his mind. 


“Mr. Asaka abused him.” 


“I beg your pardon?” Mayuko was puzzled by what she had been told. She was more 
confused than angry at the notion. 


“Mr. Asaka abused Zorome.” 
“Abused him?” Ryoto was also puzzled. 


“Mostly emotionally, but physically on one occasion. He was doing things like being 
controlling over him doing his homework and swearing at him just for watching Strelizia.” 


“Since it was targeted at young girls?” Mayuko asked. Mitsuru nodded back. “I was bit 
unsure of you watching it at first, but this alleged verbal harassment is a bit harsh.” 


“But the worst thing he claimed Mr. Asaka ever did was tearing the head off of his plush 
tanuki toy as punishment when he was seven.” 


“Are you sure he’s telling the truth?” Ryoto was unsure, his tone indicating he was wary of 
the information he was receiving. “This is Zorome, after all. Amongst your friends, both he 
and that Zero Two are known the most for being troublesome.” 


“I... I think he is.” Mitsuru’s voice was quiet. “He never texted us last night. He went quiet. 
When we saw him at the park today, even before he explained why he went to the psychiatrist 
after school, we could tell something wasn’t right. He seems... worn down. Tired. Upset. He 
even said he cried so much that he couldn’t cry any more. I think it’s true because we all 
know how sensitive he really can be. He may be a show-off who gets into many arguments 
with Miku, but the ego he has... it’s not real.” 


“Are you suggesting this ‘abuse’ Mr. Asaka subjected him to created a false identity for 
himself where he had confidence in himself?” Mayuko was analysing what she had been told. 


“More or less. He even said he changed after his toy got damaged. He couldn’t cope with 
how it happened, so he acted like it didn’t, and acted like Mr. Asaka could never do anything 
bad.” 


“Denial.” Ryoto’s words were hushed. “One of the most powerful things a mind can 
experience.” 


“And all this time, that’s why Zorome behaved the way he did?” Mayuko was also piecing 
together the evidence. 


“Yeah.” Mitsuru’s voice was quieter once more, and he maintained staring at the plate before 
him. “Even I’m still trying to get my head around it.” 


“All these years,” Mayuko remarked, “and he never said a word because of it.” 


The entire dining room was silent, with not even the crockery being touched or the food 
eaten. The disturbing revelation may have created the presence of no sound at all, but there 
was plenty of noise within the mind of the mother as she processed the discovery. In fact, it 
made her repeat a memory constantly, like a broken record. 


“Mrs. Ebisu, I believe. ” 
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“Yes, that would be me.’ 


“You know, I’ve heard a lot about you from many other parents about how you raise your 
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SON. 


“Mr. Asaka, I think you'll find that I know what I’m doing with the way I treat him. I have 
had countless parents and even teachers express dissatisfaction with what I do. If you have to 
say something along those lines, then I am willing to argue why I am in the right.” 


“I did not approach you to argue. In fact, I did so with the intention of expressing my own 
approval.” 


“Pardon?” 


“T believe what you’re doing is acceptable. The children need to toe the line of those in 
authority, especially if they wish to have a respectable future. Our respective sons may 
demonstrate traits of delinquency, but a firm hand needs to put them in their place. I have 
high expectations for Zorome, and no doubt you have high expectations for Mitsuru.” 
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“Of course. I want nothing but the best for him.’ 


“Indeed. It’s just a shame my son is not doing what I expect of him. On the other hand, yours 
is doing well and just needs to do a tiny bit better.” 


“I think you'll find he needs to do a lot better. He 5 currently B grade, but I want him to be A 
grade. ” 


“Hell get there. I can see his potential. I just hope mine straightens up to be more like myself 
one day.” 


In the late evening, Mayuko and Ryoto prepared themselves for that night’s sleep. As usual, 
once they had brushed their teeth, they made their way to their bed, the husband and wife 
resting themselves by reading through books that they possessed. This was not a night-time 
routine exclusive to them, but it was undoubtedly something they would do every night. 


Ryoto continued reading the book he had been reading, but Mayuko’s focus on her own one 
was not as precise. As she began to feel tired, her mind wandered back to what Mitsuru had 
informed her of only a matter of hours prior, prompting her to relocate her past encounter 
with Itsuki again and again. The bedroom may have been quiet, but as with what had 
happened earlier in the dining room, silence did not exist within her head. 


“Am I a bad parent?” 


As soon as she spoke aloud, the noise within her mind ceased. She faced her husband as she 
spoke, soon becoming aware of the silence that had actually existed. At first, Ryoto, never 
said a word. His focus remained on his book, but after several seconds, he slowly raised his 
head, only to pause and then wait a few more seconds before he turned to face Mayuko. His 
movements were almost robotic; if anything, his response was like that of a robot in very 
early development. 


“Sorry?” he quietly asked her in a flat tone. He never thought she would ever say those words 
in that order. After all, she never considered herself to be a bad parent normally. 


“Am I a bad parent?” Mayuko repeated herself, creating a pause before asking the question 
once more. Ryoto appeared perplexed, although his expression changed very little. 


“Why are you asking this all of a sudden?” 


“It’s just...” Mayuko slipped her bookmark into her book and placed it on her bedside 
cabinet. “It’s just that I’ve been thinking about what Mitsuru told us over dinner about his 
friend Zorome. Looking at what Asaka subjected him to, it’s obvious his actions turned 
Zorome into the person he is. It’s made me realise... could it be that I’m responsible for 
Mitsuru’s misbehaviour?” 


Ryoto continued staring at his wife, his eyes almost wide. 


“Any time he’s done something that’s gotten him into trouble, such as getting Kokoro 
pregnant, and when he punched Ikuno... am I responsible because of my parenting?” 


By that point, Mayuko was almost crazed, although her emotions were still heavily subdued. 
Ryoto, like before, never spoke. 


“Tve only ever wanted the best for him. I want him to be successful in life. I don’t want him 
to be a repeat of what happened to me when I was his age. Am I no worse than ex-Principal 
Asaka as a parent?” 


“Look, Mayuko...” Ryoto finally spoke up. His voice may have been sudden, but it was far 
from raised. He remained composed as he spoke in a quiet and calm tone. “Your heart is in 
the right place. It always has been. The problem is you’ve let your past get to you.” 


“But I was so careless.” The mother tried to defend herself. “I never treated my life seriously, 
the consequence being that I had to resit that exam. I don’t want Mitsuru to be careless, like I 
was. He already has been with what’s happened to Kokoro. It’s because of what I did that I 
straightened myself out and now take things more seriously.” 


“Which is fine,” her husband nodded. “It’s better to fully comprehend something than to 
never do it at all, but you can’t spend every minute being so tightly wound. Every time 
you’ve been in the same room as Mitsuru, you’ve scrutinised something about him. How he 
walks, how he talks, how he dresses — anything that’s happened when you weren’t with him. 
There were times where you really should’ve stepped back.” 


He was far from cruel with his words, but the honesty was resonating with Mayuko. More 
and more of the information she had been receiving that day were beginning to sink in. she 
continued listening to what Ryoto had to say. 


“There’s no wonder as to why other parents, let alone Mitsuru’s teachers, thought negatively 
about you. Heck, his own homeroom teacher looks like a man who speaks with a tone of iron, 
yet when you kicked up a fuss at last year’s parents evening, his stoic nature vanished.” 


“I could never consider the idea I was at fault.” Mayuko’s voice was almost a whisper. “I 
always assumed that, when Mitsuru did something wrong, his teachers were to blame. It’s 
what all those teachers and the other parents have said that’s now made me question myself 
about what I’ve done. Especially...” 


She hesitated. 


“What ex-Principal Asaka said. He actually approved of my parenting.” By then, she almost 
appeared mortified. “The corruption caused by his self-pride is one problem, but with what 
Mitsuru’s now said about Zorome... I mean, the self-pride affecting his home life seems 
more than plausible. My own parenting was approved... by a monstrous narcissist who’s 
committed countless offences and is imprisoned because of it.” 


“But you have a heart,” Ryoto gently reminded her. “Asaka. Doesn’t. He never had. He was 
the only teacher out of those seven to show no remorse, perfectly knowing he still had his 
share of the spotlight. You’re questioning your own actions. He didn’t question his own.” 


After staring at him for a few seconds, Mayuko slowly turned her face away. Her 
comprehension had come full circle, and she could feel the guilt running through her. It 
almost made her feel limp — something not helped from how she was tired from a long day — 
but only now had she realised her parenting abilities had not been as good as she thought they 
were. 


“Also...” Ryoto’s voice remained quiet. “You’ve let the day of his birth get to you as well.” 


Her movement may have not exactly been as fast as a bullet, but Mayuko’s speed when she 
faced Ryoto yet again was distinctly sharp. 


“T was at death’s door,” she reminded him. “I was close to death. Knowing Kokoro went 
through the same thing, even if it wasn’t anywhere near as bad as what I went through, I have 


nothing but sympathy for her.” 
“You believed you were weak, didn’t you?” 


“T couldn’t give birth without almost dying. He was delivered, and all seemed fine.” She 
inhaled deeply through her nose after speaking. She was upset. “I thought my tiredness was 
just exhaustion. All I remember were the doctors noticing the blood before everything 
became a haze. It wasn’t until you told me after I woke up where I learned what had 
happened.” 


“What happened was just one of those things that can happen. Mayuko, you were never 
weak. You were never to blame for almost dying after giving birth. Physically and mentally, 
you’re one of the strongest people I’ve met. If anything, it’s because of those reasons why I 
wanted to be with you.” 


Mayuko was taken back. She did not know what to say, but certainly knew his words held 
more water than her own. 


“Thank you,” she nodded quietly. “Mitsuru... do you think he’d forgive me?” 
Ryoto almost hesitated with what he said next. 


“It’s hard to tell,” Ryoto replied. “As long as you can show that you know you’ve made 
mistakes and are fully responsible.” 


“Yes,” Mayuko nodded. “I know he’s going to go out in the world and have his own life with 
Kokoro and Ai, but... he’s still my son. Also... Im now a grandmother. Maybe I can show 
Ai that I can be a good person.” 


“And Kokoro,” Ryoto added. 


“And her. It’s a good thing we’ll be seeing them tomorrow.” 


The morning soon arrived, and while Mayuko certainly knew what she had to do, she was 
anxious. For her to be anxious was a complete rarity, but after the discussion between herself 
and Ryoto the night before, she had fully understood the weight of her past actions. 


It was only minutes after she had woken up that her mind immediately remembered the 
revelations of the day before. She knew she had to discuss it with Mitsuru, ultimately 
deciding on speaking to him after breakfast. It was then that they were going to leave their 
house to visit Ai at Cerasus South Hospital, but first, the conversation with her son was more 
important for the time being. 


Ten minutes after breakfast, Mayuko made her way to Mitsuru’s bedroom, the door to his 
room being shut. She knocked upon it and called his name. 


“Mitsuru?” Her voice was almost quiet. A few seconds later, the door was made ajar by its 
occupant, allowing them to poke their head out. He seemed unsure, scanning his eyes up and 
down his parent rather quickly. 


“Yes, Mother?” 

“T want to have a talk with you. Just before we leave.” 

Mitsuru hesitated. 

“As in, now?” He seemed anxious. 

“Are you in the middle of something?” 

“No.” He shook his head. “No. I only have to put my shoes on and we can go.” 
“Can I come in?” 

“Sure.” 


He opened the door further, providing her access to his bedroom. It was a small room, but not 
small enough to be perceived as cramped. After all, there was enough room for not just his 
bed, but a wooden desk and chair beside it, as well as wardrobe with two doors and drawers 
attached to it. Mayuko could tell he was tense due to how it was just the two of them who 
were present, her past behaviour towards him visibly creating a fear that he had developed. 


She seated herself on the side of his bed, beckoning him to sit beside her. He was surprised 
by the notion, as she very rarely requested him to be so close to her. He slowly sat beside her, 
his focus never shifting away from her at all. 


“Tve been thinking about what you told me yesterday,” she began. “As in, what you said 
about Zorome and Mr. Asaka. I was taken back by what you said, simply because I was as 
surprised about it as I was when the APE scandal hit.” 


She then paused. Mitsuru could tell she had something to say, but for once, she was having 
difficulty speaking it. 


“T performed a bit of an analysis on Zorome, making me realise that his mentality was shaped 
by how Mr. Asaka raised him. The mentality he had before that trip to the psychiatrist, of 
course, but the new mentality you referred to him as having now also qualifies. This 
discovery made me have my own one. Well... it made me question things, something that 
formed a realisation after I spoke to your father about it.” 


Mitsuru was puzzled by what she was referring to. He could not determine why his own 
mother was uncharacteristically displaying anxiety. He had never seen her like that before. 


“Only now have I properly understood that... the way I’ve raised you... wasn’t good.” 


She noticed his eyes widen. She could tell he was shocked. This made sense, simply because 
she would never normally confess to having poor parenting skills. 


“T always assumed that what everyone else — parents, teachers — had to say was just them not 
having any common sense, but... I was the one who didn’t. And I let my arrogance get in the 
way. I let it get in the way of not just myself learning to be a better parent, but from raising 


you better. Now, I could just go on a complete tangent and try to justify my actions because 
of what happened to me in the past, but what I would say wouldn’t be an excuse at the end of 
the day. I still treated you poorly, and it’s because of my parenting that ended up causing our 
family more problems. In short, all I'd like to say, Mitsuru... is that I’m sorry.” 


It pained her to say those two words, but not from stubbornness. It was pure remorse, and she 
was not taking the whole discovery about herself well. Despite her guilt, her focus remained 
on Mitsuru, who almost appeared completely frozen. He never spoke, nor did he move a 
muscle. He stared on at his parent, who was sitting right beside him, his eyes still wide like 
before. Mayuko dreaded what he was thinking, knowing that he most likely was not going to 
forgive her which, to her, made more than sense. 


“Y...You’re sorry?” he finally spoke, barely moving his mouth as the words escaped quietly. 
“Yes,” Mayuko nodded. “I’m sorry for how I treated you.” 


She tried to hold his hand, but he backed away. He remained seated, but shuffled away from 
her. 


“What... what do you mean you’re sorry?” Mitsuru was very dazed. Just like a piece of 
software experiencing a bug or glitch, he was having difficulty understanding the situation. “I 
didn’t think you loved me.” 


Mayuko almost gasped at his words. She was horrified; her parenting’s effects on him were 
becoming more and more apparent. 


“Tve always loved you,” she asserted. “I’ve loved you since the day you were born. I’ve been 
worried whenever something bad has happened to you. Do you remember that stomach bug 
you caught when you were eight?” 


He nodded back. 


“When you were the worst affected by it out of your friends and even had to be hospitalised, 
your father and I were worried sick. Plus, any time you were in trouble for something, I was 
only angry because I was worried about the harm you might’ve caused.” 


“I always thought I was a disappointment in your eyes,” he noted. 


“T’ve always said I was disappointed, not that you were a disappointment, whenever you’ve 
done something bad. You’re always going to be my son, no matter what. Like with any 
parent, I know that you can do better.” 


“I just assumed you never cared.” Mitsuru seemed withdrawn in spite of how he raised points 
in an almost argumentative manner. “Every time I got a good grade, you were always 
demanding that I did better next time. You were never happy.” 


Mayuko was almost defeated. He was right, something that she already knew. 


“I was happy,” she told him. “But... I was wrong. I should have celebrated your good results 
and encouraged you to do more later on instead of demanding you would later do better.” 


Mitsuru turned his head away as she spoke, half-listening but mostly focusing on his own 
thoughts. 


“All these years...” His voice was almost a whisper. “You cared. You actually loved me. I 
never thought you did. Even after I almost killed you.” 


“You almost killed me...?”” Mayuko was now the puzzled member in the discussion. 
“What... what are you referring to?” 


He slowly faced her again, a small scowl on his face. 

“You know precisely what I’m referring to.” 

She shook her head, prompting him to roll his eyes and sigh frustratedly. 
“T couldn’t even be born without you almost dying.” 

Mayuko’s eyes widened as she fully understood what he was implying. 


“You thought I blamed you for my postpartum haemorrhage?” she asked him with pure 
shock, making him only nod to respond. “Mitsuru Ebisu, I have never blamed you for what 
happened.” Mayuko was exasperated. “Neither has your father or anyone else in this family. 
What happened was no one’s fault. It was just one of those things that sometimes happens. It 
was completely out of everyone’s control. I was so thankful that those doctors saved my life 
so that I would have a chance to see you grow up.” 


Mitsuru felt guilty. He had always assumed she never loved him due to the reason she 
disproved, but the lack of acknowledgement in the first place proved that he had made a huge 
misunderstanding. He turned himself away again, embarrassed by his accusation. 


“Now... you also blame yourself for what happened with Kokoro, don’t you?” 
Yet again, he slowly faced her. 


“And it’s not just the postpartum haemorrhage you’re worried about. You may have been 
responsible for bringing a child into this world, but like with my near-death experience, 
you’re not to blame for what happened with Kokoro, especially as her own haemorrhage has 
not been as bad. You’ve never been heartless, and the fact you not just want to support 
Kokoro with her trauma, but raise Ai proves that you know how to right your wrongs. That is 
why I allowed you to keep her. In fact, you never needed to ask me in the first place. I know 
that, with Kokoro’s help, you are going to raise Ai into a promising human being. She, just 
like everyone else, has so much potential.” 


Mitsuru had no idea what to say. Like before, he was almost completely frozen. 


“If you don’t want to forgive me, that’s fine,” Mayuko pointed out. “I’ve made terrible 
decisions, and I know you’re not going to make the same ones I did when you raise her.” 


Mitsuru paused once more. 


“To tell you the truth...” He hesitated as he spoke. ““Zorome encouraged me to keep away 
from you once Kokoro and I properly have Ai in our care.” 


Mayuko’s expression, while concerned, hid her true emotions. She felt upset by his words, 
but knew they were deserved. Despite her devastation, she remained composed. 


“We’ve already been looking up places to live in. But... while I may keep my distance from 
you, I won’t let Ai do the same. I’m willing to let you be with her since you know you’ve 
done wrong, and she needs another grandmother. But... if you relapse and become what you 
were like with me, keep away from us.” 


His firmness stung, but Mayuko knew he was going to have difficulty trusting her. It was 
most likely going to take years to reacquire it, but she was willing to work hard for it, 
especially with a new granddaughter in the family. 


Ryoto parked his car in the car park at Cerasus South Hospital, shortly climbing out of the 
driver’s seat while Mayuko left the passenger’s seat and Mitsuru left his seat in the back of 
the vehicle. Mayuko paid the parking fee before approaching the hospital’s front entrance 
with her husband and son beside her. Waiting outside was Kokoro, who was standing up; her 
visits to the hospital were the only times she chose not to rely on her wheelchair for moving 
around. She was by herself, having used public transport to reach her destination. 


“Mr. and Mrs. Ebisu,” she softly greeted them in her high voice. “Mitsuru.” 
He nodded back to her. 


“The formalities will no longer be needed,” Mayuko gently reminded her, a hint of 
enthusiasm in her voice. “After all, there is a baby in the family, and two families are now 
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one. 


“I thought marriage was required for that to happen,” Mitsuru enquired, only for Ryoto to 
reply “not necessarily.” 


“PI lead the way.” Kokoro gave a small smile. She proceeded to lead Mitsuru and his parents 
into the building, shortly reaching the outside of the NICU. There was a set of double doors 
into the room itself, which Kokoro stopped in front of so she could ensure the others were 
close behind before she entered. 


“She’s right through here.” 


“Before we go in, may I have a word with you, Kokoro?” Mayuko asked her. Instantly, 
Kokoro appeared puzzled by the request. “You two can go on ahead first.” She faced Ryoto 
and Mitsuru. “I just want to discuss something.” 


Ryoto and Mitsuru glanced at each other, with both of them knowing what the conversation 
would entail. They decided to follow her request and went ahead without her, leaving Kokoro 
behind with the red-haired woman. 


“T apologise if this request has intimidated you,” Mayuko told her. “It’s just that, after what 
Mitsuru told me about Zorome last night over dinner... he’s made me reflect.” 


“Reflect?” Kokoro repeated the word, her tone almost a whisper. 


“Kokoro, I was always aware of my reputation of being a poorly-received parent, but after 
the latest news regarding Mr. Asaka and how it’s affected Zorome, it’s made me realise I 
haven’t been a good parent to Mitsuru.” 


Kokoro almost gasped, her eyes increasing in size upon hearing the words. 


“I’ve made mistakes. I’ve caused more harm than good. I discussed this with him this 
morning before we left home. He hasn’t forgiven me, something that is completely 
understandable, and he’s going to keep his distance from me, but he’s allowing me to see Ai. 
He’s willing to. I want to do better, and not just for him.” 


“Mrs. Eb—I mean, Mayuko.” Kokoro cleared her throat. She still felt tense talking to the 
normally-stern woman. “As long as you know you’ve done wrong and want to make amends, 
that’s all that matters.” 


Mayuko nodded back to her. 

“I do have one piece of advice for you and Mitsuru.” 
Kokoro appeared surprised. 

“What is it?” 


“If he ever does something with Ai that he says I did with him, discourage it and implement 
whatever you’d do. A good parent needs to be firm, but fair. I was beyond firm, and I don’t 
want Mitsuru to become a repeat of myself. Also... you’re perfect for him. You do nothing 
but bring out the best in him, and I know you’re going to make good parents for Ai.” 


Kokoro smiled back at her. 
“Thank you, Mayuko.” 


Mayuko nodded back and told her “Right. I think there’s a little girl in there waiting to see 
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us. 


Beaming, Kokoro opened the doors and allowed Mayuko into the room, shortly following 
after. 


End Notes 


Back before I even wrote A Hole in the Heart, when I started planning out the potential 
universe of this fanfiction series, I determined who the parents of each Squad 13 member 
were. While Zero Two and Zorome had canon characters as parents (barring Zero Two’s 
father, obviously), I looked up various Japanese names on Wikipedia and selected ones that I 
liked. After this, I determined the jobs that the characters would have, before making rough 
sketches on what I wanted them to look like. As only a few of them appeared in A Hole in 
the Heart, I never sketched every character, so by the time I was planning Vita, I made ones 
for Kokoro’s parents and Mitsuru’s. 


It was between A Hole in the Heart and Vita where I really began to start thinking about the 
backgrounds of the families (which, as we all know, almost led to a prequel centred on 
Ikuno’s family). As things developed, I made the decision that Itsuki (Papa) would have been 
an abusive parent to Zorome (the biggest twist of Vita), while Mayuko was also not a good 
parent either. It wouldn’t be until after when I finished writing Vita in April 2021 when I was 
planning out the redrafts of the Heartverse, let alone what the post-Vita stories would 
ultimately be. As time went on, I found myself thinking more about Mayuko’s character, 
even finding similarities she has to other characters from other works of fiction (such as 
Lilith from Cheers/Frasier and Hyacinth from Keeping Up Appearances, as I noted back in 
Vita). I always intended on her being this uptight cynical snob, but I couldn’t help but read 
her dialogue when writing this story in the voice of Lilith’s actress Bebe Neuwirth. 


What this story does is try and flesh out Mayuko as a character. Vita gave us the barebones, 
showing that she’s emotionally abusive to Mitsuru and does not like the suggestion she’s a 
bad parent, while A Mother’s Realisation explains why she behaves the way she does; it is 
not an excuse for what she’s done, but explains her behaviour. Remember what I said about 
VIRM in my notes for Vita — it’s important to understand the villain. Sympathy isn’t 
essential, but understanding them is. 


As a result, I don’t intend on readers absolutely being sympathetic towards Mayuko. It’s up to 
you to decide if she is, let alone if you’d forgive her. Granted, Itsuki (Papa) did worse, but 
Mayuko’s actions aren’t excused because of that. That is why I made sure she doesn’t 
actually expect forgiveness. If she did, it would make her look too desperate. 


NEXT TIME IN THIS SERIES: Alpha disappears, leaving Delta worried... 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


